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Dear children, 

Cheenu was not too 
clever or smart in 
studies, But ask him 
about birds, and he'd 
tell you which 
bird lives where 
and how it can be 
spotted. I took a liking 
to him, though he was 
not my Lest friend. 

One day, Twas returning hom shool through a short-cut 

the mango grove that belonged to Cheenu’s people, 

‘And what did I see? Cheenu surrounded by three hefty boys who 
were teasing him badly. They had plucked mangoes and Cheenu 
had questioned them. This had made them angry! 

“Looking for birds are you?" One boy gave him a ctout on the jaw. 

“Here birdie, birdie!” Another hit, this time on the head. 

My heart began to beat faster. How could 1 free Chenu from 
these bullies? Should [just go away? It did not take me long to make 
up my mind. 

T threw all caution to the winds and ran towards the group, 
yelling, “Let go, you bullies!" 

Well, [ too was caught and given a few blows. Finally, both 
Cheenu'and I managed to escape and run 

It was painful for the next two or three days. But I had stood by 
a friend, and that thought soothed me more than the ointment my 
mother rubbed into the aching parts of my body. 
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“dear Editor 


> Lost week, my mum 
was down with virus fever, | 
wanted to help out. | 
remembered ‘Mama Undit 
[eM (April '94 issue), So, with 
myelder sister'shelp, made 
soup, Mother was really 


pleased. 
Sulay Mano}, aged 10, 
Madras - 87. 

Dear Editor, 


*.” Every month my 
mother buys postcards and 
envelopes to stock up at 
home. But this month, she 
didn't. Guess why? Because 
Fuse them up wiiting letters to 
Gokulam, 

D, Ravi Kumar, aged 13, 
BEML High School, 
Robertsonpet, 







*0 Thesiewith reference to Mala’s 
letter in the April issue. She said that 
my story ‘The Runaway’ had been 
copied from an issue of ‘Champak’. 
She has not mentioned which issue it 






was, For | have not read 
*Champak' for quite a few 
months. 
I ywiote the story during my 
last annual vacation — before 
26th June 1993.Itwas"Gokulom’ that 
‘changed Its tile fo "The Runaway’ 
Thereby declare that | have not 
copied the story from anywhere. 
M. Charulatha, 
Bangalore - 560.071. 


Dear Editor, 


> In the story 
‘The Water Tank’ in 


yout Aprilissue, |was puzzled tread 
that though the personisold enough 
to.go to an office, it was wiitten by a 
fourteen-year-old, How? 


Farida Khan, 
Madras, 

Anything Is possible in a story. 
Farida! ea. 


Dear Editor, 
20 [think this wil be my last letter 
to you, |have sent so many letters to 
“Letter Box’ and 'Viewpoint’. But not 
‘one of them has been publihed, 
Y, Prashanthi, 
Hospet - 583 201. 


Hey! Cool down, Prashanthi! You 


ottan & sane 98 


‘are not the first reader with th 
‘complaint. We cannot publish a! 
the letters and articies that o 

sent fo us, con we? Then 
‘Gokulam’ should have 96,000 
pages not96! Fo 


Dear Editor, 


© Though none of my letters 
have been published, | am not 
disheartened. Failure isa stepping 
stone to success. | will always w 

letters to you 










Naman Baliga, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 041 

Dear Editor 

© | 100 had an expetionce fie 


Horiharasundaram’s (Lift Trap. May 
*9Aiesue), My sister, brother and too, 
were trapped in a litt, playing 
similar foolish game, We were to: 


Fo 












cued by our uncle, 
Priya Krishnamurthy, aged 13, 
Madras - 78, 


Teors welled in my eyes as | 
ted how Sheeba died (May issue), 
Smitha and Gowrihad written sucha 


Leaner 


Co 






sad story. 


Kumar Teja, aged 11, 
Hyderabad - 500 482. 


*© ‘Dragon Games’ by Deepak 

Bhorathan (Aprilissue) was fantastic! 

Satta Sankrityayana, 

Darjeeling - 734 430. 

2° Mythological Creatures in the 
Apiilissue was superb. 

Deepa and Santosh Iyer, 

Bombay - 400 064, 
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90 madras children attended STEM, a two-day 
“a nature camp, held at the Children’s 
ome cam Garden Society School Camp Site 
P Scenes. at Sholinganallur, in April. 
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AN EXP. 





Teihes ERIENCE | received 
- a —— omy prize an, 
pened when | Fi rst we went ong 
was studying }. “Don'tery,”” 
in the iVth Noid him. 
standard and But my 
my brother brother could 


was in the lind 
standard. We 
both study in 
the same 
school 

tt was Independence Day, 
The school gave away prizes 
on that day to those who had 
stood first in class in the p 
vious year, 

Both my brother and | had 
stood first when we were in the 
third and first standards 
fespectively. We went to 
school with our father, really 
excited, The prize-giving 
began. 

When it was my br $ 
turn, he got up to go and 
teceive the prize. To our 
surprise some gitl’s name was 
announced. Disappointed, 
my brother began fo cry. 











not stop sob- 


. bing. My father 
said, "Stop 
crying. You 





hat the prize is given to 
the one who stands first in all 
the sections. This git! must hove 
got better marks than you. Just 
work harder the next time." 

He stopped crying 

Take it as a challenge, 
said my father, “Stand first al- 
ways.” 

Since then, my brother has 
not looked back. He hasnever 
missed the first rank. Now, he 
holds the school record for 
getting the most number of 











N. Ajith, aged 13, 
Hyderabad. 
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WHAT IS OUR FUTURE? IN NO VACANCY! 





In schools and colleges we are thought about 
precious and semi precious stones, it is believed 
from hundreds of years that the power of the 
stone can keep us away from evil. By getting the 
right prediction of your future, what you want to 
become and make your future bright in the No 
Vacancy world. 

Jaipur Gems 'N' Jewel can give you the best 
prediction of your future. 


FREE! @leoasw! FREE! 


Ask your parents and write your Date of Birth, Time of Birth 
‘and place of Birth within 10 days of this issue. Mail only by 
post-card, Write the Name of the Magazine from which 
you have read the scheme. 

Price worth of Rs. 300, 200, and 100; We have beautiful 
Hyderabad Pearls studded with coral, emerald, ruby, 
garnet, sapphire, topaz, peridot. Turquoise and many other 
precious and semi precious beeds, stones and bangle sets. 
Step in once and see the difference. For further details step 


JAIPUR GEMS ‘N’ JEWEL 


Near Panagal park, Opp to: 
A.R.R. Complex, North Usman Road, 
T. Nagar, Madras - 17. South India. (Tamil Nadu) 














We have successfully got thousands of cards in Kalki 





in our Lucky Draw Scheme. 





a WHAT ARE FRIENDS FOR? 


aking friends is 
not easy!” 
“She's a 
friendly girl!” 

“Gosh! Just look at him! He 
looks really unfriendly!” 

Well, even if making friends 
was easy, it is not a thing to be 
taken lightly, You have to con- 
tinue to be friends! 


very 





ere are some easy ways 
how you can make friends 
and keep them too! 


1. Be prepared to accept 
people as they are. 


ata met Ruchi at the play- 
ground. She saw that 
Ruchi was dressed simply, her 
dress had a stain and that she 
looked middle-class. 
“I can't be friends with her,” 
she thought 
Ruchi saw that Lata wore an 
expensive dress, and looked 


smart, 

‘She must come from a rich 
family,” she decided, “I can't be 
her friend.” 












Both Lata and Ruchi were 
wrong. They were not prepared 
to accept each other as they 
were. 

Never judge people by their 
clothes or the things they have 
or do not have. 


2. Talk! It is very important 


inod went to a party. Since 
hewas quite shy, hehardly 

ever spoke to people. Anu, who 
was passing by said, "Come on! 
Let's have some cake! 
Vinod just nodded, and follow- 











a COVER FEATURE 


i. Practise will 
s out of the 












Pay 0 be what 
Don't be shy tos 


think, Even ifyou are 











was always 
smart. He 





wanted to show his. 
that he had- 
n what they 
ad 











His talk very 
often irritated 
his friends. 


hat was be- 











pretending to be what he was 
not. 


4. Don't take friends for 
granted. 


riends are special, and 
have to be treated special 
too. 

Sujal and Anitha were good 
friends. At the playground, 
Sujal would very often join 
other groups of playing 
children, leaving Anitha to her 
own devices, 

Soon, Anitha began to feel 
left out and hurt, 


5. Don't ever feel ashamed of 





‘omethimes, your 

friend may act 
silly, Don't be 
ashamed of him then. 
For there could be 
/_ times when you have 
fi acted silly too, but 
ff your friend has stuck 

Bt by you! 







6. Never hesitate 
to help your friend. 


he is all 
about com 
panionship and help. 

Unless you are there to help 
out your friend when he needs 
‘you, you are not really a friend. 

If you are really unable to 
help, Say so frankly. 


7, Be honest with your 
friend. 











his is the most important 
ingredient for friendship. 
Never lie to your friend. 
Even if misunderstandings 
come about, talk to him about it. 
Discussing things with him will 
clear the air. 


S.RAMAN 


Raju : When do dogs have twelve 
legs? 
Ramu :I don't know! 
Raju When there are three of 
then 
R. Ranjana, aged 12, 
Chembur, 
Bombay - 400 071. 
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STORIES RETOLD BY ELDERS 
AND RETOLD BY READERS! 








BHIRAM Bhatta was 

born in a village called 
Thirukkadayur, in Tamil Nadu. 
His family were a learned lot, 
who were religious too. From a 
very young age, Abhiram Bhat- 
ta discovered that he was 
talented in music. He spent his 
time worshipping and singing 
about Abhirami, the Mother 
Goddess. 

He grew up to be a spiritual 
man, unconcerned about the ex- 
ternal world. People thought 
that he was mad, and made fun 




















ONE day, Raja Surabhoja 


came to Thirukkadayur. At the 
temple, he saw Abhiram Bhatta 
meditating on the Divine 
Mother. . 


“Who is he?” asked Sura- 


bhoja. 
“He’s a mad 
man!” was the 


answer. 













“Is he really 
wondered Surabhoja. 

“Dear Bhatta!” he said loud- 
ly, “Tell me what day of the 
month it is!" 

Bhatta, gazing at the divine 
light around the goddess Ab- 
hirami, answered thoughtless- 
ly, “It’s the full moon day.” 

“He does seem to be mad,” 
suid the king, “It's a new moon 
day,” 

He left the temple. 


mad?” 


BHATTA suddenly realized 
the folly of his thoughtless 
answer. 

“O Mother!" he told the god- 
dess, “All make fun of me and 
call me mad. Am I really mad? 
T've made a mistake today. But 
you should make it right for 
me." 







Bhatta then 
dug a pit in the 
temple grounds, 
He hung a plank 
supported by a 
hundred ropes, 
over it. Helita fire 
in the pit. Then, 
he climbed onto 
the plank, to 
meditate, 

He began to 
4’ sing songs on the 

Divine Mother. 
/ After each song, 
he cut one rope, 





WHEN he 
finished singing soventy-nine 
songs, the sun set in the west. 
‘The Divine Mother appeared 
before him, took off her glowing 
earring, and flung it into the 
dark sky. 

It shone brightly, like the 
full moon. Astonished, people 
began to exclaim, 

Raja Surabhoja saw the full 
moon and realized that Bhatta 
was not mad. 

“He's got divine powers,” 
thought Surabhoja, 

He returned to Thiruk- 
kadayur and fell at Bhatta’s 
feet. The songs that Bhatta 
composed still live with us and 
are called the Abhirami 
Andhadi. 


lya B.R,, aged 11, 
1., Bangalore, 
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DIAMOND COMICS PVT.LTD. 
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It was a very tough question 
for me to answer. So | asked 
many of my friends, They came 
up with different answers — 

eS “My video game!” 

“My new Yamahi 
“My gold bangle: 
“My wrist watch!” 








NE day, my friend asked | thought about this for many 

me, “What's the best gift days. | have received so many 

you've received?” gifts — each of them good, in their 

| thought for sometime, but | own way, But which was the 
couldn't reply. best? 

‘'l think it over,” I told her, Wasit the cute dressing table 

"And tell you." | got when | was five years old? 


Gotvtam 20 June 96 





WHAT ARE FRIENDS FOR! 





My parents got it because | 
demanded it. 

Or was it the toy train that | 
had demanded over the 
telephone, from my father in his 
office? Or was it the new Kinetic 
Safari which my mother had 
bought for my sixteenth birthday? 

Then one day, | saw these 
words written on a poster some- 
where, “There is nothing more 
precious than the love of parents 
and friends.” 

‘That was exactly the answer | 
wanted! The best gift | have 
received is love — from my 





parents and friends, 

‘When | fall ll, my parents feel 
pain more than Ido, They 
presented me with all those gifts 
because | needed them. They 
care for me more than anybody 
else in this world. 

So do my five best friends - 
Rani, Mobeen, Rashi, Sabina 


eam BN ot 





and Sangeetha. We are friends in 
good times and bad — they com- 
fort me when | am in pain. Then, 
their smiles cheer me up agair 
Their hands are there to hol 
mine when they need to be held. 
They tell me when | am wrong. 
They tell me my faults. | share all 
my secrets with them. What more 
do | want? 

So, the next day, | told my 
friend who had asked me the cru- 
cial question, “The best gift! have 
i are my parents and 











my friend: 


‘Swarna A. Krishnan, aged 16, 
Bhopal - 462 023. 
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mE SCHOOL 


Tight Situations qypueeeeemme 








is incident happened 
I yhen I was in the fifth 
standard. I had just com- 
pleted my annual exams, and the 


summer vacations had begun. I was 
playing with some friends in my 


house. |" Cex 


‘That eve- > 
ning, some relatives who had 


FUN 


It was a hot afternoon. 
We had just finished our 
lunch. When we entered class, 
we were surprised to find our 
geography teacher already 
there, 

More students entered 
lass in bunches. The teacher 
excused them, and began class. 
Then more students came in 
The teacher was beginning to 
get annoyed. 

“Get in, latecomers!" she 
said sharply. 

Sil, a few more latecomers 
sauntered in. Finally, the 
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A J ee 
i —— 
= ASC WATER, > 


arrivedfrom America, came to 
visit us. 
“What would you like to 
”* my father asked them, 
Lime juice,” was their 
reply. My mother opened the 
fridge, and found just one lime. 
She was horrified. There were 
three guests, and my father too. 
How could she serve all four of 
them juice made from just one lime? 


ari 









= 


irritated teacher asked the 
class representative to shut the 
door, and not to open it without 
her permission. 

A few minutes later, there 
was a knock at the door. Red 
with anger, the teacher ignored 
the knock and continued with 
the lesson. 

The knock came once 
again, and again... 

“Who's the fool knocking 


eI 














“Run to the shops, Ramki,” 
she told me, “And get some 
limes.” 





But it was a Sunday, 
found no shop open. I returned 
home empty-handed 





inally, my — mother 

prepared lime juice for 
three people out of the one lime. 
It was a pretty dilute mixture. 
And my father — guess what he 
got? Sugar dissolved in water! 
‘To do him credit — he sipped it 
without hesitation or comme 

Even today, my brother and 
I tease him, "Would you like 
lime juice, daddy? 

















+ UME Juice? 


K.Ramki, aged 12, 
Madras- 28. 


Dear Ramki, 


You have not given your com- 
plete address, Please send it to 
us. 








at the door?" the teacher 
shouted angrily, 

The class representative 
ran to the door and opened 
it, Outside, stood the history 
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teacher, amazed and em- 
barrassed at being called a 
fool. 

The whole class went 
into a fit of giggles. 

“Oh! | am really sorry," 
said the geography teacher, 
contrite, "I thought you were 
one of the latecomers." She 
explained what had hap- 
pened, to the history 
teacher, Both began to 
laugh, and the whole class 
joined in 

N.C,Chandana, std IX, 


Mahila Seva Samaj G.H.S., 
Bangalore. 








STORIES FROM OUR READERS 











twas 7 a.m. 
‘Dhivya! Please go out and 


get some vegetables!” 

Bag in hand I reached the 
gate. But wait! Something or 
rather, someone was missing! 
Blackie! Where was she? 
Before you wonder who 
Blackie is — I'll tell you. She 
is my dog. 





AR dog, I loved her from 
Asse Blackie always 
‘accompanied me to the 
vegetable market. But what 
happened to her today? 
When I returned home, I 
began to search frantically for 
Blackie. 


Suddenly, I heard a lot of 


squeaks and squeals from be- 
hind a bush. I pushed aside 







BLAcKie! 


some branches and looked. It 
was Blackie with two new-born 
pups! 

Tran into the house to get 
some milk for her. When I came 
outside, I found Blackie miss- 
ing. 


“Blackie! Blackie!" I called. 





there was a burly man with 
avvan some distance away. 
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nd 


He was trying to drag 
something into the 
van, It was Bl 

“Blackie! Blackie! 
I ran, yelling and 
crying. 

But the fellow 
started the van and 
went off. The last I 
saw of Blackie were 
her soulful eyes peer- 
ing out of the 
cage-like van! 





into a 
shape 








, aged 12, 
Bangalore. 
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St. Anne's G.M. School, 
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fingers 
lle frying, add a little rice 


flour or dry bread crumbs to 


the dough. 
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into a bowl. Dip the bread slices 


squeeze oul any excess water 
into this water one by one, 


wi 


returned home to 
find two little 
helpless creatures 
squealing away. 
‘Then, I understood 
Blackie's last look. 
Frisky and Flufly 
are now smart, lively 
pups, They too, ac- 
company me to the 
vegetable market. 
But I have made sure 
of one thing — they 
wear smart collars 
with little metal 


(without husk) 


8 slices bread 
to taste 
Garam masala to taste 


Oil, to deep try 


chopped 
How to make it 


Ginger, green chilies 


to taste 


Lonion, finely chopped 
Salt to taste 


W cup green gram dal 
Coriander leaves, 
Cook dal wel, ino 

pressure cooker. Drain and 


Red chilli powder 


You need : 














badges. The badges lat 
havetheirnamesand |I5 
my address printed |huy 
onit, lec 

A. Dhivya, 

‘Std. VII, 

R.S.K. Higher 

‘See. School, 

‘Trichy. 
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nothing had helped. Sister took not 
less than half an hour over a glass 
of milk. Brother Undir, on the 
other hand, simply loved milk. 
He even asked for a 
second helping some- 

times! 


One Friday after- 
noon after school, Siste 
was toying with her 
milk as usual, Brother 


sporting and remarked, 
“How on earth do you 

drink this awful stuff?” 

“Hurry up, before 












“Wait till T grow up 
and have my own 
home,” declared Sister. 
thing I'l never 
buy is milk!” 
“But then how will 
you grow and become 
rong?” asked 


“Oh! By then I 
would have already 
grown, you dummy! 
There won't be any 
more growing up left to 


A) do!” replied Sister. 


“And what about your babies?” 





tor Undir was rather fussy 

Si: milk. She did not like it *SKed Brother. - 
hot. She did not like it cold. And, of _ “Milks for baby cows, not us! 
course, she did not like it inthe pot Teplied Sist ne silly mouse 
nine days old! Mama Undir had must have invented this whole 
tried vanilla favour and chocolate. thing!” 

Papa had suggested Bournvita and “But it’s yammy too! At least for 
Horlicks. But nothing, absolutely me!” said Brother. 











aca i cia 


“Yuk! And the 


skin, the saay on it, 
makes it even worse. It 
makes me feel queer 
me gets in my 


when 
mouth! 

“Well, give me your 
glass then, I'll help you 
finish,” offered Brother 
Undir. 


I. less than fifteen 
seconds, Brother 
had finished up Sister 
Undir's glass of mill 
Sister stared at him, Brother 
grinned. Sister grinned back. 

“This seems to bea great arran- 
gement!” said Sister. 

“Yeah! Both of us are happy!” 
replied Brother, 

“But Papa and Mama should 
not find out or we'll be in trouble!” 
said Sister. 

“Massive trouble!” agreed 
Brother. 

Sister and Brother Undir pick- 
ed up their glasses and put them in 
the kitchen sink. 

“Have you finished?” asked 
Mama Undir. 

‘es!" replied Brother. 

“Uh, uhmm,yes!” replied Sister. 

“Good kids!” said Mama, 

“Now settle down and finish 
your homework before you run off 
to play!” said Papa Undir. 





the next morning, at breakfast 

time, Sister looked at Brother 
Undirand then at the glass of milk. 
Brother nodded, understanding ex- 
actly what Sister meant. But they 
couldn't very well clinch the deal, 





as Mama and Papa were also at the 
breakfast table, Sister made a face. 
Brother was trying to suppress @ 
giggle but ended up making @ 
strange gurgling noise. 

“Are you okay?” asked Mama. 

“Yes, fine!” replied Brother 
trying his very best to keep @ 
straight face. 

“Hurry up with your milk, little 
one!" said Papa to Sister, 

Sister touched the skin that 
had formed over her glass of milk. 

“Say! Yucky saay!"she said 
pullingout the thin layer and stick- 
ing it on the side of her plate, 

“[fyou had finished up quickly 
thore wouldn't have been any saay 
at all!” admonished Papa. 

“Let me strain it for you,” of- 
fored Mama Undir, who remem- 
bered her own childhood problems 
with the floating bits in milk. So 
Mama strained Sieter’s milk into 
another glass. A little spilt on the 
table. Brother offered to mop up. 

“Why ever do you take so long?” 
asked Papa. “All this fuss and 
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mess! Isn't it betterto finish up and 
be done with it?” 

“But I just don't like mi 
protested Sister. 

“You don’t have to like milk, 
young girl, you just have to drink 
itt" replied Papa sternly. 

“Oh, Papa!” fussed Sister 
Undir, not knowing how to get 
Brother to finish up her milk under 
the circumstances. She was hoping, 
that the parents would fini 
breakfast and leave the table 
quickly. 




















ter was dully pushing her 

glass of milk around on the 
table thinking all these thoughts, 
when suddenly... the glass tilted 
and fell over! There was a river of 
milk on the table. And drip, 
drip..onto Sister’s lap and then 
onto the floor! 

‘What a mess!” scolded Mama 
Undir. 

“If only you hadn't taken so 
long!"said Papa, 





ee 
~ LO 







“Sister has a reason for wait- 


ing,” giggled brother. 

“You mean she meant to spill 
her milk?” asked Mama 
thunderstruck! 


“Oh, no, Mama! I promise it's 
not that!” Sister protested, giving 
Brother a dirty look, 

I guess there's no milk for you 
today,” said Papa. “It's getting late 
for school! Hurry up!” 

Soon Sister and Brother Undir 
were off to school. 

“Well, that’s two glasses of milk: 
you've missed!” remarked Brother, 

“Don't you dare tell on me!” 
warned Sister. 








that afternoon, after school, 
Sister began to wonder how 
she was going to get out of her eve- 
1g glass. She realized there wore 
two ways —ifno one was watehing, 
Brother would be only too eager to 
drink up her share. But otherwis 
she'd have to spill it. 
‘This time Papa was not at 
ma was going in and out 
of the kitchen. Brother, as 
usual, had finished his milk 
in no time at all. He was 
hovering around the table 

















up Sister’ 
But Mama 


kept 
walking in and out. 


Just then 
Brother Undir's 
friend, 








“T've come to 
play with you,” 
she said. 


“Oh, good!” said 
Brother running out 
with Kaaju. “Let's go 
outside the house and 
swing on the banyan 
roots!” He forgot all 
about the milk! 

Sister stared. What 
was she to do now? 
Having got used to the 
idea of getting rid ofher 
glass of milk, she could 
not bring herself to 
drink the stuif now. Suddenly she 
had an idea! She'd pretend to help 
in the washing up! 

So Sister Undir picked up 
Brother's empty glass and her own 
one full of milk and went to the 
sink. Down the sink went Sister’s 
milk! She quickly turned the tap on 
and began to rinse the two glasses. 

“What are you doing?” asked 
Mama Undir. 

“Helping with the washing up, 
Mama!” replied Sister. 

“That's very thoughtful of you,” 
said Mama. “I've noticed you've 
picked up Brother's glass as well. 
He seems to have forgotten his job 
the minute Kaaju came to pla 











ma was rather pleased 
with Sister. She even told 
Papa what a good little kid Sister 
had been. Sister blushed uneomfor- 
tably. She knew she was really 
being rather naughty! She remem- 
bered what Papa and Mama had 
taught: if you feel you must hide 
something that you've done, you're 
probably doing something wrong. 
No doubt this was one such situa- 
tion. Poor Sister! She was ina bind! 








“How can Lever let Mama know 
what ['ve been doing?” she 
wondered. 


fhenext morning, there was no 
trouble with milk. Brother, 

Sisterand Mama Undir were at the 
table. Mama was reading the 
newspaper, waiting for Papa Undir 
to join them. Brother finished his 
glass and passed it to Sister. Sister 
Jooked up at Brother and under- 
stood his look, 

“Lets exchange glasses,"it said. 

Sister was uncomfortable, but 
tempted, Mama was hidden behind 
the newspaper. Papa had not yet 
joined them for breakfast, Brother 
‘was urging her to pass on her milk. 
to him. No fear of getting caught! 
Sister Undir succumbed to tempta- 
tion, She pushed her glass towards 
Brother and put his empty glass by 
her plate, 

Just then Papa came in. 

“Waiting for me?” he asked 
Mama. 

Mama 
newspaper. 

“Mien do take a long time to get 
ready! she joked. 








put down the 
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Mama saw the empty glass of 
milk by Sister's side. She also saw 
what looked like Brother still 
drinking his milk. 

“Now that 





remarked, smiling at Sister. Papa 
did not say anything as Brother 
finished up the glass. 



















that evening after school Papa 
led Sister and Brother 
Undir out into the garden. 

“Let me show you an experi- 
ment,” he said 

“Tlove experiments!” exelaimed 

ister. “We do them in our science 
lass at school!” 

Papa Undir took two small, 
brown mud pots with holes at the 
bottom. Then he took some white 

int. He painted SISTER on one 
and BROTHER on the other. Sister 
and Brother were watehing him 
carefully. 

“Now here are two identical sa- 
plings," he said handing over one 
each to Sister and Brother. “Each 
of youshould first puta little gravel 
into your pots for drainage and 
then fill up the pot with soil.” 

“[ know,” said Brother. “Next 
we plant our saplings and water 
them every day!” 






a} 


“Hmm! And we can watch our 
plants grow!” exclaimed Sister. 
t!” said Papa Undir. But 
2 difference. “Sister's pot will 
ordinary soil and will be 
watered on alternate days. Brother 
will fl his with manure mixed in 
soil before planting. And will water 
his sapling everyday.” 

“Oh, I see!" said Sister. “So we 
get to sce which plant grows bet- 
ter!” 

“Naturally, mine will!" said 
Brother proudly. 

“No need to be proud, you 











ly 
remarked Sister. “It’s the 
nutrients in the manure that will 
make your plant grow —nothing to 
do with you!” 

“You're beginning to get the 
point,” said Papa. 


Se Brother watered the 
plants for two weeks. Sister on 
alternate days and Brother every 
day. By the end of two weeks the 
two plants looked completely di 
ferent from each other! Brother 
ws Imost twice the size of Sister's 
plant! Both Brother and Sister 
were struck by the difference. 

“What did you observe?” asked 
Papa Undir. 





Ramu +: Doctor, doctor! I feel I 


G3 ama ghost! 


Doctor : When did you start 


feeling like that? 
Ramu + Right from the day I 





‘My plant is much bigger!” 
replied Brother firmly. 

“ft looks so nice and healthy! 
Mine looks awful!” said Sister. 
“Better nutrients and water make 
a hell of a difference to growth!” 

“And is there a lesson here for 
other living things?” asked Papa 
Undir. 

“Yes, for us too! If we eat good 
food we grow into better adult 





mice!” replied Sister beginning to 
wonder what Papa had in mind 

“Good food like...” asked Papa 
Undii 

Rice and dal and eggs and 
vegetables,” began Sister, 

“And milk!” said Brother. 
love milk!” 

“Well, ” said Papa looking at 
Sister. 

Sister realized that Papa had 
stumbled upon her secret about 
milk. She ran to him, put her arms 
around his legs and began to ery! 











“You knew all along!” she 
wailed. “But please don’t tell 
Mam: 

“Calm down,” said Papa Undir, 
patting her back. To Brother he 
said, “And young fellow, what do 
you have to say for yourself?” 

“T am really, really sorry,” 
replied Brother Undir. “It’s not 





that I don’t want her to grow nice 
and healthy! Its just that she hates 
milk!” 

“Tl drink my milk everyday 
from now on, I promise!” ‘said 
Sister. “What a difference there 
‘was between the two plants!” 

Mama, who had been watching 
all these goings on quietly, said, 
“What a lot of things go on at home 
that we don't know about!” 

“But kids always get found out 
in the end!" admitted Sister. 





ANURADHA KHATI 
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RE tall 


'Y mid-term exams had 
finally ended. I was 
longing to see my 


cousins Manju and Mahesh who 
lived in Mulund. As if in 
response tothat, they arrived at 
my place the very next day! 


sein" 


‘They were to stay for a day. 

My mother prepared Carrot 
Halwa and Sabudhana Kichri. 
It was very tasty and we en- 
joyed ourselves. 


oon, it was time for them to 

leave. I was to accompany 
them back to Mulund. Our 
aunt, their mother, accom- 
panied us too, 

On the way, I saw bhelpuri 
and panipuri being sold in carts. 
My mouth watered. 

“Manju!” [ nudged her, 
“Please get me some bhelpuri.” 

“Sshh!” she whispered, 
“Can't you see my mother with 






HYGIENE —e 


us? T'll get it for you 
tomorrow!” 
“Okay!” I agreed. 


lhe next day, 

Manju and 1, set 
out with two of her 
friends, We ate to our 
fill, and returned 
{) home. 

The next morning. 
Icould not get out of bed. When 
my aunt touched me, I was 
burning hot! I had fever. Manju 
took me to the nearest doctor. 
He gave me some medicines. I 
returned home and fell into a 
deep sleep. When I woke up, I 
felt worse. My aunt quickly 
phoned my mother. She arrived 
in Mulund the next day. 


| Yomehow, they took me to a 
| doctor. My hands were now 
turning yellow. The doctor 
asked us to get my blood and 
urine tested. 

The tests showed that Thad 
Jaundice. I was shocked, But 1 
realized why I had got it — the 
bhelpuri I had eaten at Mulund. 
‘The shop had been surrounded 
by flios. 

Now, I had to miss my unit 
test. 

So, friends! Take care! Do 
not eat food prepared and kept 
in the open. If you do, be 
prepared to suffer for threelong, 
months like I did. 

‘Smitha S., aged 12, 
Bombay-400 097. 
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Paint a beauttu picture wit bright. lovely 
colouts om Kores. Treasure ¢ abways 
(Choose from lots of excting art materiais: poster colours, 
watercolours, wax, uorescent and Prastcrayors 





Colour your world with Kores Students’ Art Materials 





A had a special meaning for him. 
out two hundred years sailors believe that the albatross 
ago, Samuel Taylor Coleridge can follow aship for daysand days. 
wrote, The Rime of the Ancient 1 does not even move is wings, 


emus THE 


LBATROS 


but glides all the time. This made 
the sailors believe that the bird had 
supernatural 
powers. So to 
harm an ak 
batross, would 
naturally bring 
them bad luck. 


Mariner. Itis one of the best-known 
poems in the English language, It 


Of course, this is only 





a supersti- 

= 
ecg tion, But in 
reality, the 


isthe story ofa salor who kls 2M aipatrss is quite a bird! It has a 
albatross, andofthetertible things Greater wing span than any tid in 
that happen to him after that, existance. The body may be only 

Ever since Man has unfurled 22 cms, wide, and the bird may 
sails on the sea, this giantbird has weigh only about 11 kilograms 
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— ry THOLOGY AND FACT 


but the wings may measure more wings delicately against the 
than 3.5 metres from tip to tip! breeze. 

The albatross spends most of | And when the winds are 
itslifeflying. Whenitisready to eat, favourable, it can zoom at more 
itfloats on the waterlikeacork, and than a hundred miles an hour! 
uses its beak to scoop up small During the 
squids, fish, ortheleftoversthrown nesting 
from ships. 












season, 
these birds 
fly to the bar- 
ren antarctic 
islands, The female 
bird lays a single egg 


in a nest of clay and grass. 
The parents take care of 
yoare the baby tili’s ready to fy off 
on its own, 


- 
Iie — "amazing. It can 


soar so high that it 
can disappear from sight. It can 
float stil in the air by balancing its 


The flight of the albatross is 





N. Aishwarya, 
St. Joseph's Matriculation 
School, 
Coimbatore, 

sen 
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Dear Editor, 

| was encourag- 

ed to write this letter 
after reading Meet 
Maya in your February 
issue. | was real glad to note 
that the world cares for us 
young writers. 
You must be wondering 
why | was so interested in 
Meet Maya. Well, here's a 
secret revealed! | am a 
writer too, and | hope to be 
a successful one. 

Now, it becomes my duty 
to tell you how | go about 
writing. 

1. | write down what | 
can grab from my mind. 

2. I note down ideas as 
they come. 

3. | read a lot of Nancy 
Drew, Agatha Christie and 
Perry Mason. 

Helll... what am | doing? 
Boring you, | guess! But | 
have a few questions. 





1. Are you going to take 
this letter seriously? 

2. Does it matter how old 
lam? 

3. Are the rejection slips 
prepared to discourage young 
writers like us? 

1 know that you have a hill 
of letters from all over the 
country, to be read. Yet, | 
hope you'll give me some 
good advice... 


Rajesh Pandharpurkar, 
Hyderabad - 500 044. 


Replying to Rajesh 


1. Yes, we take all the 
letters that come to us, 
seriously. 

2. It matters to us how 
old you are. A person who is 
twenty years old can write 
smarter than a twelve-year- 
old, can't he? 





$$$ $—$_$— $$ $$ 


ontam 42 ane 94 


—— ESSAYS 


3. Rejection slips should 
not discourage you. Taken 
in the right spirit, they are 
meant to make you work 
harder! Ed. 


MY AMBITION 


Hi! My name is Swarna 
and | am studying in the 
sixth standard. My ambition 
is to become a writer some 
day, But | have a problem. | 
can imagine characters and 
form ideas in my mind to 
make a good story. But | 
cannot put these ideas of 
mine into senten- 
ces and write a 
proper story. 

Oncel read an 
article in Gokulam, 
titled Meet Maya. 
| enjoyed it and 
imagined myself 
a writer as good 
as Maya. 

| began to 
read a lot of books. This was 
mainly to improve my 
vocabulary. | thought that 
my poor vocabulary was the 
reason why | could not 
frame good sentences. 












‘Some days later! decided to 
see whether | had improved, 
So | tried my hand at writing 
a story. But alas! My prob- 
lem remained the same. 
Still, | did not give up hope. 
| thought | would write an 
article to Gokulam and ask 
Gokulam readers to help 
me by giving 
me some good 
ideas. Then | had 
a better idea. | 
decided to write 
an article about 
my ambition to 
Gokulamandsee if| would 
have any luck with that. 
And | did. After all! was able 
to write this. | think | have 
made a beginning. Don't 
you think so too? Anyway, | 
hope to write better stories 
and articles next time. 


s.Swarnapradha, 
Madras - 600 020. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


ihe summer holidays were 

over. The school re-opened, 
and I was in the seventh stand- 
ard! What an exciting day it 
was, New friends, new teachers, 
new uniforms, new ba; 
‘Then came the long awaited 
moment - the selection of the 
class captain. 

Our class teacher, who also 
taught us Maths, asked, “Who 
would like to be the captain of 
the class?” 

T was the first to stand up. 
‘And as luck would have it, I was 
chosen captain too. 

Soon, the classes began. The 
week passed quickly. We were 
given Maths homework for the 
weekend. 





Here, Ihave to mention that 
I take Friday evenings easy. I 
never even touch my school 
books. 


ome Saturday morning, I 
found myself with a very 
bad headache. I had remained 















awake half of Friday night, 
watching a movie. So, I was in 
no mood to do homework. 
I was better on Sunday 
morning. 

“Let's go for a drive,” sug- 
gested my father, “We'll dine 
‘out too.” 









By now, alll 
memories of homework 
flew out of my mind. 

We went to V.G.P. 
Golden Beach. My 
brother and I played 
for many hours 
together. Soon, we 
were tired and hungry. 
We went to a nearby 
restaurant for lunch: 
To my surprise, I saw my class 
teacher and her husband eating 
there. 

I wished her a cheery, “Good 
afternoon!” 

Soon, it was time to go home. 

Even at home, I did not 
remember the homework as- 
signment. 





he next day, I reached 

school at 8.35 a.m. as 
usual, The bell rings at 8.45 
am. At about 8.40 a.m., Rani, 
who sat next to me in class, 
came upto me and asked, “Did 





‘you get the right solution to all 
the Maths problems?” 

Only then did I remember 
that forgotten homework. 

“Oh, no!” I exclaimed, “I 
haven't done it at all!” 


twas Maths period. 

Have you all done your 
homework?” asked the class 
teacher. Her gaze swept all of 
us. 

I did not have the guts to 
stand up in front of everybody 
and confess that I hadn't. So, I 
nodded too, as nonchalantly as 
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possible, with the rest of the 
class. 

“Tl go and meet her in the 
evening and tell her,"I thought. 

We had one more Maths 
class after the lunch break. 

“Sheila!” said the teacher as 
soon as she came in. “Stand up!” 

Tdid so. My legs were trem- 
bling with fear. 

“Did you do your Maths 
homework?” 

“No, miss!” 

“Why didn’t you say soin the 
morning? You wanted to hide 
that fact from me, didn’t you?” 

I could not reply. I looked 
down miserably. 

“Since this was your first 
homework assignment, I 
wouldn't have punished you for 
not doing it. You are the class 
captain and should learn to be 
truthful and correct. Until you 
learn responsibility, I cannot 








Ramu + Our office computer 
broke down yesterday. 
Sonu : What happened then? 
Ramu : We were forced to think! 
A. Nithy: 
Madras - 600 053. 


allow you to be captain! Sit 
down!” 

Isat down, my face red, and 
ashamed. Ihad lost my captain- 
9. 


l Berea that day, I overheard 
conversation between 
Rani and her friend. 

“I told teacher that Sheila 
did not do her homework,” com- 
plained Rani, “And I asked her 
if she could make me captain 
instead. I don't know why she 
didn't.” 

‘Then she smiled, “Maybe 
she'll ask me tomorrow.” 

Well, Rani never became 
class captain, but I had learnt 
an important lesson that day. 





P. Sheila, aged 13, 
‘TI. Matriculation School, 
Madras. 


Shiva 


: Mummy! Why is the 

fridge shaking? 

Mother : Maybe it's feeling cold. 
V. Pradeep, aged 12, 

Hyderabad = 500 042, 
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EXPERIENCE 
Maria heard them out at- 


This happened to my ‘ential: 


friend Maria, when she was 
four years old. Everyday, lit- 
tle Maria would visit her 
neighbour. She 
would knock on 
the door and call 
out, “Annie 
‘Aunty, Annie 
‘Aunty, open 
the door!" 
When 
the elders 
at home 
heard of it, 
they said, 
“You should 
not call people 
older than you 
by their names, 
Maria. Don't say Tracy D'Souza, aged 11, 
Annie Aunty, say only caren, 
Aunty.” Bombay, 


The next day, she 
knocked at the neighbour's 
door, and called out, 
“Only Aunty, Only 
Aunty, open the 
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On the next two pages OE 


is a poster for you to fill up 
and paste on your wall. 
Write in ail the details neatly, paste your 
photograph in the space provided... Ce 
Let your ‘Myself’ be as interesting or as 
funny as possible. 
Illustrated by NATANAM 
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MY NAME to... 

MY GSE ties ee tesco rence 

1 Study inclass:......... 0+ 
Myfavourite subjects:.... —-. 

My highest Mark sofr:. _ ...... 

I would like to becomea 
When | grow up. 








(@ 
: 
My best quatity:........2 06. 
My Worst trait: ee 
My best Friend... 22.0.2... 
A eh pan 
| believe iw: wo... eee 
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It was @ hot, sultry after- 
noon. Barathraja asked his 
men to break off for lunch. 

“Unyoke the bulls from the 
plough,” he ordered his men, 
“Tie them under that shady 
tree. Give them fodder and 
water.”* 

Just os he was about to 
pop in his first mouthful, a poor 
monk with his begging bow! 
came there and stood silently 
by his side. 

Barathraja was annoyed 

‘You monks!** he ex- 
claimed, “I have worked all 
morning in the hot sun, | eat 
only after | finish some work 





Why can’t you work for your 
fo0d 100? | don’t like lazy 
| nthe village of Eknalalived ceopiel"* 
a tich farmer called 
Barathraja. He worked hard 
in his field with his labourers. 


The monk just smiled. 
“| 100, am a farmer,” he 
said 





Q : What language do twins 
speak in Holland? 
A : Double Dutch! 


Brijesh H. Gudhii 
Bombay - 56. 





























“what?’’ exclaimed 
Barathraja, mockingly, “Then 
where is your plough, and 
where are your bulls?” 

“The entire earth is my 
field," said the monk 
calmly. “My efforts are 
the bulls. Good thoughts 
are the seeds | sow. With 
the sickle of truth, | 
femove the nasty, un- 
wanted weeds. | harvest 
good deeds. Am | not a 
faimer too?"* 

Barathraja had by 
now realized that the 
monk beside him was 
none other than the 
Buddha. He sprang to 
his feet, 

“Lord 
bowed low, “'Forgivel 
my Impudence. You 
must be tired too. 
Please sit down for 
lunch."* 








KRISHNAVENI 
RANGANATHAN 
Q + What word starts with an E and 
ends with an E and has a letter in it? 
At An Envelope! 
K. Radi 





Madras - 600 034. 
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ARCHANA, | AM GDING 


To THe BEACH TeDAY!.. 
(A whanattan 
going to the 
beach today 


with my mother. Do you 
want to come along?” 
Pooja asked, runing nto 
‘Archana’s house. 

Archana clapped her 
hands in joy. “Of course | 
shall come! I am sure 
‘mummy wil letme come!” 

“Okay,” Pooja replied, "Get ready 
quickly, We are leaving at four o'clock” 

“Mummy, can | go to the beach with 
Poojaandher mother?” Archana asked. The 
beach was quite close to their house. 

“Alright dear," het mother replied, “But 
do be careful, Don't go near the water.” 

“Water? | won’ go near it! am going to 
play with my beachset” Archana replied, “| 
bet Pooja does nat have one.” 

“Wel, then you must share your beach- 
set with her, Archana,” Mummy said 
‘Archana made no reply. What? Let Pooja 
play withherbeachset? She couldnatdream 
‘of alowing Pooja to touch it! 

‘Archana an inte her room. She opened 
her cupboard and took out her beach sett 


was a present from her aunt. The beachset 
consisted of a toy bucket, a tiny yellow 
spade, a tn rake and toy boat 

“1 shall have a great time playing with 
my beachset,” Archana thought excitedly 
ashe stufled itinto her bag. 


oxja and her mother arrived at four 

oclock. 

“What have you got ther 
asked, pointing to Archana's bag. 

“My aunt gave me a new beachset 
yesterday,” Archana said proudly 

‘he two gis squealed in excitement 
when they reached the beach. They ran 
barefoot over the sand and sat fora while, 
watching the biue sea. Then Archana took 
her beachset out 

“Wil you let me play with i?" Pooja 






Pooja 


“Ohno!” Archana saidatonce. "Go.and 
play with your ball, Pooja!” 

Pooja was very hurt. She ssid nothing, 
‘She watched curiously as Archana took out 





the tiny bucket and spade. 
“How cute the litle boat looks!" she 
thought,“ wish I could play with it" 
Pooja! Let's collect shells,” Pooja's 
mother suggested, noticing Pooja’s 
downcast face. 


_J\ race tepiy tegen dg al he 
‘and with het litle spade. Sho filed 
up the life bucket and began to make a 
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sand caste, Suddenly a big wave rolled 
Up and took away the fle boat 

“Oh, my boal..!. My boat!” Archana 
screamed, running after the litle boat 


‘She got hold of her toy boa ustn time, 


‘As she was running back with her boat, a 
Title boy grabbed her bucket and spade and 
quickly ran away! 

‘Archana let out a how. Pooja who was 
collecting shels nearby, saw what had hap- 
pened. 

"Serves her right!" she thought. Then 
she saw that Archanna was crying, Pooja 
was a fast runner. She went after the lite 
‘boy. She soon caught up with him, The boy 
threw down the toy bucket and spade and 
ran away, Pooja picked them up. She ran 
back to Archana 

"Don't cry. | have got back your beach 








cn 2 omy 
(0 get back her toy 


bucket and spade, She a 










let < 
NA 
—- 
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feltashamed of herslt 

"| was soimean toPooja, yetshe helped 
met"she thought. shallsharemy beachset 
with her," 

‘She walked over to Pooja 

“Let us play together," she sald. 

Pooja and Archana played 
together. What a nice time they had! 
They dug up sand with the lite spade 
and rake, filled the little bucket, and 
heaped It to make a fine, big sand 
castle! 

As they went back home, Ai 
chana slipped her hand into Pooja’ 





She was glad to have such a good 
friend, 


GEETHANJALL 


was the EXPERIENCE Year so that the 


uummervaca- = LIE IN = trees yield more 
tion, We have a crop. This time, 

farm that is about 12 kms. from _ we were there to see it done. 
our house. My brother and I, As we were standing there 
often go there in our jeep. watching all the activity, some- 
fell from a tall coconut 


















































looked, to make sure. 


APs our surprise, we found 
two live baby squirrels in 
the nest. They looked terrified, 
We took them home. 

“Oh! What cute baby squir- 
rels,” exclaimed our mother, 
“TI get you an ink filler. You 
can foed them milk through it.” 

At first, the two squirrels. 
resisted our attempts to foed 
them, But once they had tasted 
the milk, they eagerly lapped it 
up. We kept them in a separate 
room. 


D: s passed. I gave them 
Boost, once. They loved it! 
So, we named one Kapilan 
(after Kapil Dev, for wasn't 
Boost the secret of his energy?) 
and the other, Anilan (in'Tamil, 
the word Anil, means squirrel). 

Soon, the two were scamper- 
ing all over the room. Brownie, 
‘our dog, was becoming curious. 
We were afraid that he would 
get at them some day. 

At last, my mother said, 
“You better let them free on the 
farm, They are big enough to 
look after themselves.” 

So that’s what we did. 
‘Though I was quite unhappy 
about it, | was glad that they 
were free once again. 

B. Mahalakshmi, aged 12, 

Salem - 16. 





RECIPE 














CRUNCH 'N’ 


MUNCH 


You need : 

10 bread slices 

(crusts removed) 

1 buneh spinach leaves, 
finely chopped 

Chopped green chillies 

Fresh coriander leaves 

cup grated cheese , 

1 tsp. roasted cumin powder 

Salt to taste 


How to make it: 


Dip bread slices in water 
‘and squeeze out the water im- 
mediately. Then mash the 
slices into a smooth dough. Add 
salt, cumin powder, spinach, 
chillies and coriander, and mix 
well, Make lemon sized balls of 
this mixture, putting a little 
grated cheese in the centre. 
Deep fry the balls and serve hot 
with sauce. 





Neelam Sharma, aged 13, 
Dabolim, Goa, 
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A STORY FROM PERS|A —————————— 


YA groat foust was being 


held in the court of 
the Shah of Persia. 
Suddenly, in the 
roc entrance to the ban- 
ARR quet hall, stood a 
strange man, leadingastranger 
creature, The man, dark- 
skinned, in white robes and a 
turban, bowed low. 














he 


“O ruler of the world," 
intone 


J, “Iam a magician from 








India, This horse is my gift to 


you. 
“Is this creature a horse?” 





laughed the Shah, “Pake it 
away!” 

All in the court laughed 
loudly. 


“Laugh as much as 
want!” exclaimed the magici 
“But let's sce who's bra 
enough to try out this magic 
horse!” 

Prince Frouz, son of the 
Shah came forward 





THE WEEPING 





“If this is a magic horse,” he 
told the magician, "You will be 
well rewarded." 

He sprang on the horse. It 
did not move. 

“This is wood!" he eried, 

Phis is a wooden hor 





“O prince!" the magician 
laughed, “Turn the peg in the 
saddle and see what. happens!” 








‘The prince did so. The hors 





Sky and carried 
n out of sight 

“My son!" eried the Shah, 
“You evil magician! Guards! 
‘Throw him into the dungeons 








vince Frouz was at 
first delighted with 
the horse, But as the 
miles and hours flew 
past he thought, “It's 
time I landed, 

But how was he to land? At 
fast, he found another little peg 
in the saddle and turned it. The 
horse landed and the prince 
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looked about him. He was in the 
balcony of a huge palace 

As night fell, the prince ven- 
tured in to explore, On a couch 
in a very pretty room, lay & 
beautiful girl 

“She's the most beautiful 
woman I've ever seen,” thought 
the prince. “I must ma 














ry her.” 





‘The princess woke up and 
saw h 
“Who are you?” she asked. 





ruta ST a 





“Lam Princo Frouz of Per- 
" he replied, “Will you marry 


sis 





m 
Now the princess was quite 
an adventurous girl and liked 
the look of Prince Frouz. He was 
handsome and strong, 
So she replied, “Yes, But will 
my parents agree?” 





“Who are your parents?” he 


asked. 





“Well,” replied the princess, 
“They are the king and queen of 
Bengal. And my father is a very 
bad-tempered man.” 

“In that case,” said Frouz, 
“Just come with me.” 

‘As they sat on the wooden 
horse, the princess gave a 
squeal of delight. 

“A flying horse!” she cried, 
“How fantasticl”* 


pereevee) 
caxaaagl 
day. 


T “This looks like 


Persia,” said Prince 
MOSS Frouz, “Let's land.” 

So they landed once again, 
in the baleony of a deserted 
castle. 

“This is close to my father's 
palace. I'll take a walk there, 
Remain here,” the prince said, 
“YI tell my father about you, 
then come to fetch you in a car- 
riage.” 

‘The prince told the Shah of 
his adventures, and of the 
beautiful princess he was to 
marry. The Shah was over- 
joyed. In a fit of generosity, he 
‘cried, “Release that magician.” 





hey flew for many 
hours. Soon it was 


hen the magician 
heard of Frouz’s 
story, he at once ran 
all the way to the 
deserted castle. 

“O princess!" he 
cried, “Prince Frouz has asked 
me to fetch you!” 





He ‘leapt upon the magic 
horse. 

“Sit behind me,” he said. 

“But - but...” said the prin- 
cess, “The carriage?” 

“This is faster,” replied the 
magician. 

The horse rose into the air 
‘once more. 

Hours passed. The princess 
knew she'd been tricked. 





A= he magician flew all 
“> the way to Kashmir. 
Just as they landed in 
the market-place, the 
Wes Sultan of Kashmir 
wo rode by. 

“Save me!” cried the prin- 
cess, “Save me from this evil 
man.” 

“What a beauty!” the Sultan 
cried, “She'll be mine!” 

So he took her to his palace 
and gave her the most beautiful 
room there. 

Theunhappy princess began 
to weep. She wept all day, all 
night, everyday! 

‘The Sultan showered her 
with gold and gifts but in vain, 

“Cure her!” he ordered his 
doctors, “I must marry her 
soon.” 

But his doctors were of no 
use. The princess continues t= 
weep. 

‘Then one day, a strange doc- 
tor came there. 

“TIl cure the princess!” he 
cried, “But first, bring the 
wooden horse here.” 
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he horse was brought. 
“Tl sit on it,” said 
the doctor, “And the 


T princess will sit be- 


FA hind me, and see if 


she isn’t cured!” 


aan 





By now, the weeping prin- 
cess had recognized the strange 
doctor — Prince Frouz. 


She leapt eagerly onto the 
horse. The prince turned a peg. 
‘The horse rose into the air, as 
the Sultan and his men shouted 
from below, in fury. 

They flew all the way to Per- 

The horse was burnt to 
ashes. And the magician was 
never seen again. . 
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SCIENCE FICTION 
oungDr.Shekarwasabril- finally thought, disgusted, 
liant alchemist*.Hisambi- “They are just fairy tales!” 

tion in life was to find some way 
of converting cheaper metals ne day, he was strolling 
through the gar- 
THE COPPER | i2%"BsMassirin 
Delhi. Turning a 


e bumped into 





















into gold. His fath 
chemist too, had tried, but 
failed. . So after his death, 
twenty-four-year old Shekar 
carried on the same research. 

Shekar’s father had set up 
a laboratory in the outskirts 
of Delhi. Shekar worked 
there day and night — but 
his experiments yielded no 
results, 

Shekar knew many an- 
cient languages of India. 
He read through ancient 
books on chemistry and 
alchemy. He believed 
that the old Indian 
scriptures would give 
him the answers he 
wanted. But there too, 
he met with little suc- 








coss. 

“Our ancient 
science is no answer 
to anything,” he 









an old man in saffron robes. 
Soon, the two got talking. 
Shekar was surprised to 
learn that the old man was a 
chemist too, 

“[ have lived in England all 
my life, though I aman Indian, 
the old man explained, “Now in 
my own country, I am happy. I 
have travelled all over the land. 
Even the Himalayas. 

“Hmph!” replied 
Shekar, “I love my 
country too, But so jj 

many of our Wash! 
old scrip Don’t say 
that!" said the 
sanyasi, “I met a truly great 
saint in the Himalayas. Our an- 
ciont rishis knew so much about 
science and nature. These 
secrets are still alive. They are 
being taught only to a few wor- 
thy people. Knowledge can be 
dangerous in the hands of the 
wrong person. 

Shekar looked surprised. 


















































he old man took out a cop- 
per plate from his shoulder 





this copper he 
said, “On this is written the 
science that you seek.” 

Shekar took it. 

“Read this poem...” said the 
old man, “But do not read it as 
usual. It will not make sense. 
Read the last line first, then 
read only the first words on all 
lines, Then the third and fifth 








words on the line 
read the last words on all the 
lines, and you have your for- 
mula!” 

Shekar read the poem as he 
had been told to, And he stood 
transfixed in amazement. 

‘The poem told him what to 
mix in the right proportions, 
and how to turn it into gold! 

“Could it really work?” he 
wondered aloud. 

“P| stay with you tonight,” 
smiled the old man, “You may 
experiment and see. But only 
tonight... Then you must return 
the copper lea 

“Very well 








hekar began his work. The 

old man watched for some 
time, then said, “I am going to 
bed. I shall leave your house at 
4 a.m. I want the copper leaf 
back then, But here's a word of 
warning, Do not try to write 
down this formula anywhere.” 

Hours passed. Shekar was 
thrilled to see shining gold dust 


Lastly, 


among a pile of 
ashes. He im- 
mersed it in 
water. The gold 
dust sank to the 
bottom, leaving 
the ashes to dis- 
solve in the 
water. 

Elated, he 
sat down for a 
moment. He, and only he, had 
the answer to the gold formula! 
But wait! It wasn't his. The cop- 
per leaf had to be returned at 4 
am. 

He sat down at his computer 
and transferred the precious 
formula into its hard disc. 


Whe old man was at his lab 
door at 4am, 

“[am leaving,” he said, smil- 
ing, He saw that the experiment 
had been a success. 

Shekar gave him the copper 
leaf. 

As the sage left, Shekar 
smiled to himself. Now, the 
world would be his! He switched 
on his computer. But search as 
he might, not a single word 
come on the screen. 

All the matter on his hard 
dise had been erased! The cop- 
per leaf had taken its secret to 
safety. 

Ashwini Murthy, 
‘Trivandrum. 
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NOW YOU CAN 
DECORATE 
YOUR HOME 


THE WAY YOU LIKE IT 
Join 


INTERIOR 


CcoRREsPONDENCE COURSES Wl 


NEED WE SAY MORE 





[ ATINY STORY 


The Lost Key 


Ain cia woman was searching for something under a street lamp, 
What have you lost, old lady?” asked a passer-by 
‘A key," replied the woman. 





“Did you lose it somewhere 


LP here?” asked the passer-by. 
~ iS “No. Inside the house,” said 
~\Y¥/~ the woman. 
! "Then why are you search- 


ing here?” asked the baffled 
pass 





's so dark Inside the 
house! It is much easier to see 
in this brightly lit street,” replied 
the woman! 

Many of us are like the old 
woman. We look for the easy 
way out. 


L. Balasubramaniam 


























had twodoors—one 
to the bedroom, and 
theother tothe hall, 
I could get out of 
the bedroom and 
yet into the hall 
through the bal- 
cony. 

But alas! That 
door was bolted 
from the other side! 











Woeweoretrapped! 

“O Ganesha!” 
my granny” prays 
ce “Til go around 
your temple 108 


HIS happened when I was in _ times if we escape from here.” 
thefifth standard,OneSatur- _ As wenoisily debated what to 
day afternoon, my grandma, my 40, my sister woke up. Suddenly, 
sister and, were alone in thohouse, the door-bell chimed. All of us 
T picked up the latest issue of began to shout. Luckily for us, 
‘Cakulom’ and went into the bod. the front door was open. 
‘Aman entered, and hearing us 
‘oom to rend it, My sister was fast : 4 
room to y shout, freed us from our prison, 
asleep. 7”? We thanked our saviour from 
My grandma finished her puja the bottom of our hearts 
‘and came into the bedroom, shutti have come from’ Eureka 
thodoorbchind her. Sometime later, Forbes," said the man, “To repair 
[gotuptohaveadrink ofwater."The your vacuum cleaner.” 
door would nat open. My granny believes that it was 
Sranny!" [ cried, “Help me Lord Ganesha who came toour res 
open the door! cue. I do too. 
But she too, could not open 
the door Nithya Govind, aged 11, 
Thurried to open the door that St. John’s S. S. 
led to the balcony. The balcony Madras. 
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$ 
3 Mie 


FIND 
THE SUPER- 
HEROES 


1, Master of the Universe. 

al life, the reporter at 

‘Daily Clarion’ 

3, The ghost who walks! 

4, Raised by the great apes 
in deep, dark Africa, 

5. Master of hypnosis and the world’s greatest magician, 

6, Guardian of space. 

7. High wire-walker 

8. Creature of the night! 














V. Karthik, aged 13, 
and 8, Sushma, ayed 1, 
Madras - 600 061 











WORD GAME 


— 


Aaa three or four letters before cach of these words to 


create a new, 
meaningful word. 


BOARD 
CASE 
BOW 
HOLD 

. WORM 

. PI 


Suresh IL, aged 10, 


Bombay - 80. ———_. 


Solution on page 80 





Boe err 
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‘omen love to wear orna- 
ments made of coral. You 
will be surprised to know that 
coral, is actually the skeleton of 


a sea animal. It is called the 
coral polyp. | YP 


When you and I were born, 








we already had a skeleton in- 
side us. The polyp, a tiny crea- 
ture is born without one. So, it 








-s one for itself. And its 
JJeton is on the outside, un- 
like ours, 
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eee THE ANIMAL KINGDOM 


Polyps live in clusters 
or colonies, in the ocean. 
So, all their skeletons are 
joined together to 
resemble small tree-like 
structures or wrinkly 
balls, These skeletons are 
called coral, In tropical 
seas, this coral often oc- 
cupies a huge area in the 
ocean beds, to form coral 
roofs, 

‘The skeleton is made of 
limestone, which the 
polyps create by taking 
calcium from the ocean waters, 
‘They deposit the caleium car: 
bonate (limestone) around the 
lower halves of their bodies. 

‘The skeloton is thus, shaped 
like a cup. During the day, the 
polyp hides in its cup. At night, 
its wavy tentacles creep out of 
the top of the hard skeleton, to 
catch food, As new polyps grow, 
the limestone formation be- 
comes larger. 

Polyps mainly eat tiny 
swimming animals like the lar- 
vale of many kinds of shellfish. 





Reef corals cannot exist 
without algae. The algae 
produce the chemicals that help 
the polyps secrete limestone. 
Polyps reproduce either 
from eggs or by budding. ‘The 
buds grow larger, separate from 





the parent polyp and begitr to 
deposit their own limestone in 
the colony, 

‘The eggs grow into tiny erea- 
tures that swim away and settle 
down elsewhere in the sea bed. 
Here, they build skeletons and 
create colonies of their own. 

The corals are coloured 
orange, yellow purple and 
green, During the day, the coral 
reef is still and without life. At 
night, it seems as if several 
flowers have bloomed under 
water, It is the polyps waving 
their tentacles out of their 
skeletons. 


Compiled by 
Suman A., Std V, 
Bangalore-560 040. 
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Mofyou must be good at 
something or the 
other,” the class teacher said, 
“But I must say that only 
are good 
rounders. 





all- 
You 
must be proud to 
have such girls in 





class.” 
Thirty-eight 
pairs of eyes turned 
towards Radha 
Radha could not 
help it —she smiled 
self-consciously, 
Thirty-seven of the 
girls stared at her in 


admiration and 
goodwill, Only 
Manis! felt 





lousy. 
“Manisha and 
Radha!” announced 
the teacher. “Please 
stand up.” 

Both girls stood 
up. The class 
clapped enthusiasti- 
cally. 

The — ovation 
stopped, the two sat 
down, ‘and class 
began in right 


ju 





earnest. 

But Manisha was not happy. 
She kept remembering the ad- 
miring looks her classmates 
had given Radha. 


ell, Manisha was not 
popular, Once upon a 
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— STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
time, she had been sole 
Empress of the class. From 
Moral Science to the hundred 
metres and high jump, Manisha 
had topped. And she had taken 
full advantage of her success. 
She had been class monitor. Her 
classmates had been dependent 
on her to help them with a dif- 
ficult problem, to delete their 
names from the list of those who 

















WHAT ARE FRIENDS FOR? 
talked when the teacher was 
away... She was the teacher's 


i pett 


Be alas! Mani- 
sha was egois- 
tic, and selfish too. 
She rarely helped 
others out in their 
studies. She never 
showed her answer 
papers to anybody. 
and when a class- 
mate exclaimed, 
“Wow! You got 400 
in Maths!” she'd 
reply, “Ha! Just 99! 
‘That's nothing!” 
And the most ir- 
ritating thing was, 
she got *%00 in the 
paper for which 
she'd said, “ I never 
prepared at all!” But 
still, shecould notbe 
ignored, She was the 
First Lady of the 
class. Until Radha 





came along. 
Radha’s very 
name irritated 


Manisha. She was good at 
everything too, So when the 
class voted for Radha for 
monitor for the second term, 
Manisha’s heart sank. 

Radha was a good-natured 
girl. She was quite amazed by 
her own popularity in class. 





B: she stood up and said, 
“Thanks a lot, everybody. 
But I don't think I have the 
qualities of a monitor. Let 
Manisha lead us as usual.” 

Manisha stood up. 

“| find it very difficult to 
handle my duties as a monitor 
as well as my class-work.” she 
said, “So I want to resign.” 

“Very well,” replied the 
teacher, “Radha! You never 
know what qualities you have 
until you try them out. I would 
like you to be monitor for the 
second term.” 

Radha gracefully accepted. 





! I don't like this 
‘hool,” said Manisha 
at home, “Please change my 
school. Please!” 

Her mother looked at her 
disbelieving. 

“What's wrong with this 





oe 





school?” 

Manisha had many com- 
plaints. Her classmates, the 
teacher, Radha, and much 
more. 

Her mother was confused. 
“ing a school was no joke. 
‘See Manisha,” she said, 
“It’s a good school. I don't see 
anything wrong with it. Don't 
you know how difficult it is to 
get admission these days” 

But Manisha was adamant. 
So her mother had a talk with 
her class teacher. 

“Oh!” said her class teacher 
surprised, “I didn’t know 
Manisha was so unhappy here. 
And Radha is quite a nice gi 
T'll ook into this more closely.. 


Chi 











‘ome days later, Manisha’s 
mother had a phone call 
from the class teacher. 
“You see Mrs.Mahesh,” the 
teacher began, “I talked to some 
girls in class and...” 





‘They had alongand detailed 
chat. 

“Manisha!” said 
Mrs.Mahesh when __ her 


daughter came home. “I have 
decided about this business of 
changing your school 

“Oh ma!” cried Manisha, 
“Thanks...” 

“But I don't see anything 
wrong with it.” 

“Ma! But I told you! About 
Radha! Nobody's talking with 
me.” 
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“That could be your fault 
said mother. 

“But the girls are nasty...” 

At last, Manisha said, “I am 
not going to school unless you 
change your mind.” 

“Very well,” said her mother, 
“You may explain everything to 
papa yourself, when he returns 
from his tour.” 








week passed. Manisha did 
ot attend schoo! at all. 

Sunday morning, the door- 
bell pealed. 

Tt was Radha. Manisha 
stood there blinkingin surprise. 
Ji!” said Radha, “How are 
you? Were you ill?” 











“Er...nol” Manisha stam- 
mered, 
“Then how come you never 





attended school? 

Manisha did not reply. Her 
mother came to the door. 

“Invite her in, Manisha.” 

Manisha turned a deaf ear. 

“Come in!"said mother final- 
ly. 

“No problem, aunty!” Radha 
replied, “I just came to tell 
Manisha that her leave letter is 
due, Or she has to pay a fine, I 
believ 

“Oh! 
said. 

“Well,” said Radha, “You 
have to come tomorrow surely. 
At least for your exams. And 
don't forget your leave letter. 
Bye!” 









Manisha’s mother 
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xams? What exams?” 
lanisha cried. 

“Your mid-terms! Didn't 
anyone tell you? 

“No...” 

“Nobody has your address?” 
asked Radha. 

“So many know my house,” 
said Manisha, “They've come 
home to clear doubts...” 

“Oh!" said Radha, “Well.. 
here's your time-table. 
‘Tomorrow's science...” 

Manisha noted the time- 
table down. 

“How did you alone come?” 
asked Manisha. 

“Well...The teacher wanted 
somebody to tell you about the 
leave letter. Nobody volun- 
teered. I knew your house was 
somewhere here. So I just 
dropped in...” 

‘Manisha stood there silent- 
ly, as Radha walked away. She 
went in and took out her science 
books. 

When her mother looked in 
through the door, she found her 
daughter deep in studies. 

“Manisha has changed,” she 
thought. 











LALITHA. 
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SAFETY FIRST 
66 osraingamovingbusis 
fun, Amit,” said Krish, 
No Krish. It is very 
dangerous,” Amit replied, 
“[ don't think so,” replied 
Krish, “It is fun — like an ad- 


venture sport. It needs 
courage.” 
“You can't afford to play with 








your life,” retorted Amit. “Did 
you forget what happened to, 
John last Diwali?” 


ar 


“What happened?” Krish 
asked. 

“John held an anar in his 
hand to create designs in the 
air, It burst in his hand and 
burnt his face and arms, Hehad 
to spend ten days in bed, 
recovering from it. Don’t be 


foolish and do such things in the 
name of fun and sport.” 











“Don't bore me with your 
story, Amit ‘eplied Krish, “I'll 
board the bus while it is moving 
and show you what fun it can 
be.” 





“Hoy! Krish - Amit! What 
are you talking about?” Rekha 
Joined them, 

See Rekha! Krish says that 
he is going to board a moving 
bus,” said Amit 

“What fun!” eried Rekha, 
“But Krish! Please be serious. 
Are you really going to do it?” 
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things could be 
fun. Yesterday, I 
played a game at 
home with my 
friend. We lighted 
matchsticks and 
held them till each 
stick was com- 
pletely burnt. It 
was fun. But look - 
my finger's in 








“Lecture away!” said 
Krish, “We're getting late 
‘hool.” 
“Where's David?” asked 
ate today.” 

here he is, crossing 

the road,” said Rekha, 

“Look! He's crossing through a 

red light and a car's coming that 
way! David! Look out! 


Bu David was not ‘looking- 
out’. He was late and in a 
hurry. The car came to a 
ing halt before him. 
Thank God! 
claimed Rekha, 
hit him! 


“Lam,” replied Krish 
be killjoys, both of you 








66] 00k Krish,” said Rekha, | JF 
“Certain dangerous 


But David had fallen down 
in shock. The three ran forward 
tohelp him up. 

He's just grazed his knee,” 
sighed Amit, “He's okay.” 

They washed the small 
wound with some water and 
tied a handkerchief around it. 
David then took a rickshaw 
home to have some rest, 

“Look!” exclaimed 
“There's the school bus.” 








ish, 


ewas the last to board the 
bus. He waited till the bus 

‘was moving and hopped on. But 
alas! His foot missed the second 
step, and he fell down, his books 
scattering on the road. 

“Stop the bus! 
Amit. 

Rekha and Amit ran downto 
seeifhewashurt. Krish was not 
hurt — just bruised all over. 

But worse — his brave 
words had taken a tumble! 








shouted 
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RECIPE 








CRUNCHY MUNCHY BRUNCH! 


You need: 


onion (peeled and finely chopped) 


A bowl of fryums (fried) 


Le) ‘A few pappads (fried) 
Half a cup, frozen peas 
(fried slightly in oil 
Salt to taste 
‘Asmall bunch of coriander 
leaves (Finely chopped) 


How to make 
‘Take a clean decorative 
bowl and put the chopped 
onion into it. Crumble the 
fryums and pappad into the 
bowl. Now add the fried 
peas and salt to taste. Mix 
well. Add a few coriander 
leaves as garnishing. 
A tasty snack for the even- 
ings. 


RH 


ini, aged 12, 
‘Trivandrum - 695 008, 








PICTURE STORY 


MISPLACED TRUST | 


Script : SANDY IMustrated by : LALITHA 
—Anold tale 





A HERON ONCE LIVED 
ALONE ONA TREE. 





“Dy 
PRA triond owit 


‘me warn you, 
he's not a good sort. 


Friend! 





IT WAS A CROW, ¢ 
Thave no nA 
place to go. 
Can five on this Pe) on 
trae with you?, my 
Why not? 


Theard you have 
’@ crow living 
with you here? 


Gh, yes! The poor 
fellow had no 
place else to go. J 


Poor creature that !am, 
‘none want met 
Dear heron, ll not trouble you 
‘anymore. 










‘Oh! Poor crow! 
Do you think I'l! turn you 
‘out? Never! 


Friend! All. our 
trlends sent me 
to warn you. 

Teg you... 












Tit not turn out 
> a poor, homeless 
‘reature! 







Phew! What a hot day itis! 
Vilsleep here for a while. 





:. THE SUN TRAVELLED TO THE 
WEST. THE SLEEPING TRAVELLER 
LOST THE SHADE OF THE TREE. 


Let me have 
‘some fun, 























Bi / Who did that? 


Was it you, 


aes heron? 
—_~ 







i FALSE FRIENDS. 
se ~~ 


__ A 
THE TRAVELLER 
TOOK AIM — 









I painted 

touch of pink, 
‘Anda dip of blue, 
Black and white clouds 
Here and there, 

Crows and sparrows 

Ghirping about 

There was moisture everywhere 
My painting looked like the sky 
Lond behold! 

The sky was in my painting! 


—B. Shobana, std VI, Rajaji Vidyashram, Ma 
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ANSWERS 








Page 39 BODY WORK! 

GOKULAM PUZZLE 
Going 
Orange 
Kite 





Reopen 
¢ 





Page 67 
FIND THE SUPER-HEROES 
1. He-Man 

2. Superman, 

8, Phantom 

4. Tarzan 

5. Mandrake 

6. Flash Gordon 
7. Spiderman 

8, Batman 


WORD GAME 





. Cupboard 
, Suitcase 
}. Rainbow 


1 
2 
8. 
4, Uphold 
5. 
6. 
1 





. Bookworm, Earthworm, ete. 
. Carpet, Puppet, ete, 
. Wardrobe 





Q + At what time of the day was 
‘Adam eroated? 
‘A + Allittle before Eve! 


Bobby Diwakar, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 054 
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My story is as old as man 
himself. The first bridges 
were not actually made by 
men. They were fallen tress 
which were used by men to 
cross small rivers or ditches. 
Some shallow rivers had 
rocks in them and people 
crossed the river by stepping 
on these stones. In rivers 
which did not have such 
stones, men put down 
stones, to be used to cross 
the river. And that was the 
beginning of the first artificial 
bridge. They were the forerun- 
ners of the first ‘clapper 
bridges’ in Dartmoor in 
England, Syria and other 
Mediterranean countries. 
These bridges were only a 
pile of stones placed in a 
river, and long flat stones 
were placed to connect the 
stone pile with the banks of 
the river. 


In tropical places like 
India, Africa and South 
America, ropes were made 
from jungle vines. The ends 
were tied to the trees on 
eitherside ofthe rivertomake 
the first ever ‘suspension’ 
bridges. 


The first reference to a 
major bridge in history 
comes from Persia. A king 
named Xerxes built a bridge 
with fifty flat-bottomed 
ships. This made a road- 
way for his 1,50,000 strong 
army, to cross a river ata 
place called Hellespont. 
These kind of bridges are 
called ‘Pontoon bridges’. 
After the Persians, the 
Romans used these kind of 
bridges. Pontoon bridges 
are still used by all armies 
of the world to cross large 
rivers. 
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The finest early bridges 
were undoubtedly built by 
the Romans. Some of them 
like the Alcantara bridge 
over the river Tagus, have 
stood for over two thousand 
years. When asked by the king 
as to how lang the bridge would 
last, the Roman who designed 
the bridge said, “It will last 
forever.” The king and the 
people of those days thought 
that he was boasting too much. 
But they were proved wrong, 
That bridge still stands, and 
many cars, buses and lorries 
use it everyday. 

Some bridges had small 
forts built on them, to stop 
the enemy from crossing. 
From these towers, molten 
lead and boiling oil were 
dropped on the enemy. 

Later, many bridges were 
fortified. Some had houses, 
shops and toll houses on 
them. The old London 
Bridge which was completed 


in 1209, had shops, houses, 
achurch and even houses of 
nobles on it. It stood for over 
six hundred years. During 
the Great Fire of London, 
many of the buildings on the 
bridge were burnt down. So 
the old London Bridge was 
pulled down in 1831, and a 
new bridge built in its place. 
The new bridge was twice as 
wide and took seven years to 
build. It stands even today. 


Til 1779, bridges were 
made of rope, stones, brick 
‘or wood, It was only in 1779 
thata bridge of ironwas built, 
in Shropshire, England. The 
place later came to be 
known as lronbridge. This 
was a major turning point in 

















_ VAM OFF To Buu> 
HE WORLD'S FIRST 





my story. After this, many a 
great bridge was built out of 
iron and steel, which are still 
in use today. 

With the advent of modern 
technology, many great 
bridges with very long spans 
were built. The Golden Gate 
Bridge in San Francisco, the 
Severn Bridge in Bristol 


England, the Hoogly Bridge | 


in Calcutta, the Sydney Har- 
bour Bridge in Sydney 


Australia, and the Akashi | 


Kaikyo Bridge in Japan are 





some examples. The Akashi 
Kaikyo is incidentally the 
longest suspension bridge in 
the world. The distance bet- 
ween the two main towers is 
1,780 metres, and the overall 
length is 3,560 metres. Assum- 
ing the average length of a car 
to be 5 metres, a bumper to 
bumper traffic jam from one 
end of the Akashi Kaikyo 
bridge to the other, would have 





4,272 cars (in six-lane traffic)! 


There are many kinds of 
bridges. The London Tower 
Bridge, where the roadway 
rises up to let ships pass. 
The Barton Twin Bridges 
that rise from the centre for 
ships to pass... 

My story goes from one 
exciting chapter to another 
from one long bridge to 
longer ones. As my story is 
as old as man himself, you 
can be rest assured | will be 
around at least as long as 
him! 


Script and Illustration: 
DISNEY 
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COVER FEATURE 


Here’s an opportunity to see how good 
a friend you are. Each question gives you two 
or three choices. Answer the questions as quickly 
as you can, (Don’t think too long about your answers!) 
Evaluate yourself in the end 





Tick the right choice 


1. Doyou havea 
bestfriend? = 







Yer No 

4. Doyoutalk to your 

friendeveryday? =o 
Yes No 


3. Do you tell 

himvher all that 

you did that day? =) 
Yee No 

4. Do you ask 

himyher what he/she 

had donethat day? 0 





Yee No 
5. Doyoutell your 
friendlies? = 
Yes No Some- 
times 
6, Does your friend lie to you? a os 





Yee No Sometimes 
u know that your friend 








what doyouds? a a 

Tell her/him not tolie Ignore it Make an issue of it 
8, Do you mind if your friend has friends other than you? =. 
Yes No 


9, Do you have other 
friends too? og 


10, When you and your 
friend have fought, 
who makes-up first? 


See it you can answer these (GB 
questions about your friend. 
Check with him/her if you have 















Yee No 


0.90 
Me Friend 


B 


‘answered right. 
What's your friend's 
favourite colour? 
What dish does he/she li 
How di friond sp 
What's y 
What aro your frien ents! names? 
What does your friend dislike mo 

What marks did your friend score in the lust exam? 

What talents does your friend have? 

What is your friend's favourite dream? 

What does your friend want to become when he/she grows 1p’ 





e best? 
1d his/her spare time? 
rite NY. p 















Done? To evidtuate yourself, turn the page 








OUR COVER PAGE 


FAMOUS 
FRIENDS! 


The Three Musketeers! 
Even if you haven't read the 
book by Alexander Dumas, 
1am sure you must have heard 
this phrase being used often. 
Who were they? 

‘Athos, Porthos and Aramis, 
Thee fast friends who 
stood by each other in times, 
{good and bad. And the three 
children on our cover, play at 
being the three musketeers, 

















WHAT ARE FRIENDS FOR? 
perhaps hoping to be as good 
friends as they were. 
















Set in 17th century France, in 
Paris, the three men are a part of 
the king's musketeers or guards. 
‘They are brave, daring men who 
will stop at nothing, to defend their 
king, queen and country, 


The musketeers have a 
motto, ‘One for all and all for one’, 
which they follow at all times, 

The novel should be read 
simply because it is exciting — 
spies, villans, fights, romance 


— the story has it all! . 









Section A 

Give yourselfone point each ifyou have answered ‘Yes’ to questions 1, 2 

and 9, 

Give yourself one point each if you've answored ‘No’ to questions 6, 6 and 8, 















ticked ‘Some: 
es' you got halfn point. 
4 yourself one point 
euch if you've ticked the 
first boxes for questions 7 
and 10, 


Section B 
Bach question that you've 
answered correetly (check 
it out with your friend) 
gives you one point. 
Ifyou have scored — 
0-10 — You are not a 
good friend. You've 
got to do better. 
10-15 —1 
But are you a ‘best? 
friend? 
15-20 — Great going! Keep 
itup! 

















irenough 


SANDY 
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PUZZLES 


Cress WORD 


TO SCHOOL ~ 
PICTURE 
TUZZLE 
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Dear Editor, 


Nowadays copying has become a 

major problem that every schoo! faces 
HF those nuts who copy, copying has 

passion and itistiken 

n 40 copy i font of the strictest 

evchot His unfair that though good st 
‘work hardand score good marks, the 

poorer students who copy, score matks 

qual to them 


































not make friends with boys easily. But 

many a time, T have seen shy boys too. 

Boys should not feel shy doing houschotd 

work. Isweep my house, water the plants, 
prepare tea et 

Vieky C. D'Souza, aged 13, 

“Thane - 401 202. 


Dear Editor, 

& Not long ago, parks were el 

places to relax in, But now, they are 

Tintored heavily with paper, plastic pack 
ts, paper plates, cigarette boxes, ete 

Aishwariya Devi aged 10, 

‘Trichy 620 017, 











Dear Editor, 


% Many childre 
classmates, talk and giggle wh 
Athen is being sung, 





including, my 
n our Na: 








tion 
I feel quite irritated watching them. 





Dear Editor, Our National Anthem deserves respect 
1 completely agree with Sunita TAR, Sriprasanna, aged 14, 
Sharma (May issue), Girlsare shy, and do Madras 600 020, 
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Dear Editor, 


© Tama regular reader of Gokulam, 

[find that most ofthe readers do not seem 

toagree with each otherat all, How are we 
‘going to stand united, then? 

KS. Deepu, aged 14, 

Tangalore - $60 008, 

We all agree 10 disagree, Deepa. A 

debateis good and healthy too, and should 








bbe saken in the right spirit. Ed. 
Dear Editor, 
T completely agree with S 





li (April issue), We study 10 get 
knowledge, not fo test ourmemory power. 
Even ina subject fike mathownaties, exam 
{questions are taken right from the texts 
book! Even the mumbers in it are wot 
changed 

8. Sheth, aged 13, 
RS.KALS, Selo, Trichy, 





Dear 
2, Srinivasan (April issue), said 
hat wel off women who work, donot cane 
for thei childwen, fs it only a Wo 

diy tocare forchikdron? suit well-off 
sans duty 100? 

















syed 15, 
Hangatore - $60 082, 






J agree with Anand (April). 
stwld not blame of 





ty in this ease — 





well-off women, for un 
‘employment isa proble 






ployment, Un- 
tobe tackled by 





the government — we should analyse and 
find out why there is so much w 
ment. 





iploy- 


‘Madhu Mahesh K. aged 12, 
wre - $70-002, 









& 
education must work, Suppose a w 
is vory intelligent, but she happens to 
rich —won't her intelligence he wasted if 
she does not work? [think those who have 
written against well-off women working, 
ane prejudiced in their views. 
J.Vas 
Adarsh Vidya 















thy, aged 1S, 
Madras. 





) 


s 





Dear Editor, 


completely disagree with Hasecb 
(April "94 issue). In India, women have 
suffered a fot, Haseeb should be hippy 
that women ate able to stand on their fect 








A. Mary Sheela, aged 13, 
Hanygalore- 560 001. 









SERIAL 
MYSTERY 


The story 








Sitcoms, Suresh, and 












rs 
Bt 
ey 
by 


to thugs torn np a the bang 


fine mish an els her father 


th mets ont with 





hey teoatall to ask for dire 
tions to Old Mount where Adityan lives: 


‘Suresh meanhitehae token ashort cut, abont Adityan, he looks frightened. He shows 
Lis bnyete tyre hon ben punctured, and he” ten the rubble ofa damaged house sayingit 


leheele i forward. Lod he finds himself at a belongs tothe vanished guide. 




















tarehouse of sorts, where men are busy un 
Toeuling erates, The men take him enptive 
ton creer that heli ot Wotwview — Shyama and her father turn 
Howse, hmewoarda On the wy they test Mrs Vi 
‘ Thay bound a lorry and reach a fauge wanath who haw co 





1 i ri ntse‘Theyretarn ome tofidit oblast light 
Sirah reac prisoner thers The tug ave wating nade to iprivon 
Meanwhite ShyananniMr.Viswanath "em 


J reock Ohd Monn, A guide approaches then Suresh, meats his Jalor, Profesor owe 
O Wate mpproachien Hel Sundar, a wcientist who has Widen some 














Waterview Ho 
iyamas apa can uncenfort 
Tite night behint a hadlge. Thay wake np 0 
fin Waterview Mouse burnt down’ 
The police arrive to question the Vie 
Hin, Shyama recognizes 'Somu’ the 
cd wo, From he photon the i 
a er 
Profeasor owe 
probe. Samu ond Dinesh, his henehinen, 
laude off with hix ‘papers Jovecxploink 
tin Surenh thal he io conait for wnungaors 
‘he paper’ hneben gun thin by oapace 
untia,tobw eg out of the county 
ish nul Ait hs found way to 
senpe. Somi tn Dinesh indlingive, onal 
‘er the pars to fiend Muth, a flew to 
thecity 
‘Shyu, pedalling mp the Nive in 
sonrch of Suresh, bump into dose, hone ear 
Thaw broton Wow, Laster, owe te ft na 
polio joept 
‘iityon cal Sirah, running dven the 
ito, cil to thurs psig torvien fora 
tp 
‘hey are offered lift by the very some 
police jeep that hau given a lift to Jose 



























Now read on. 





SOW ei tammered 
Suresh, “I am n-not j- 


Just accusing him, He's a smug- 
gler! And n-not an ordinary 
o-one!”” 

The four policemen looked 
startled 

“Well,,,." Suresh continued 
bravely, “We both were his 
prisoners...” as 

“What a fine tale!” com- 
mented Jose, “This boy is upto 
some trick. Do I look like a 
smuggler?” 

‘The policemen looked at 
him, 

“Who ‘looks’ like a thief or a 
smuggler these days!” one of 
them commented with a laugh. 
‘The others laughed too. 

Jose went red. 

“Lam arespectable man!" he 
cried, “I'll sue the whole lot of 
you for saying all these things! 














dust see. 

Befure he could tell them the 
rest of it, they came upon a bar- 
ricade. A line of drums blocked 
the road. Four policemen stood 
on either side. The jeep 
screeched to a halt. 

“Oht It's you!” said one of the 
policemen at the barricade. 
“Remove those drums and let 
thom pass!” 

“Wait!” eried another, “Who 
are those passengers?” 





he policemen jumped off 
the jeop with Jose, Suresh 
and Adityan. 

“Why these barricades?” 
they asked. 

“Some spy and smuggler has 
been keeping a boy and a guide 
as prisoner...” began one of the 
men at the barricade. 

Jose, who had been slowly 
slinking into the backgroud, 
now began to run, He ran down, 








the road, his briefease in hand. 
‘Then, clutching at the trunk of 
atree by the side of the road, he 
began to climb the slope, to the 
road at the higher level. 

‘The policemen were not far 
behind. 


uddenly, the briefease that 

Jose was holding slipped. It 
clattered down the slope, fell on 
the road, rolled over, and disap- 
peared down the slope on the 
other side. 

“My diamonds!” Jose 
shrieked, “My diamonds! My 
diamonds! 

‘One of the policemen had by 
now caught him. He struggled 
wildly, and both men rolled 
over, falling on the road. 





More policemen converged 
onthe two, and Jose was finally 
in custody. 

“My diamonds!” demanded 
Jose, “Give them back to me!” 

“They arethere!” Suresh ran 
to the side of the road, down the 
slope, where the briefcase had 
fallen. 

“Oh!” 





he briefease had broken 


open in its long tumble. 
‘The lid and the bottom lay in 
different directions. It’s con- 
tents too were scattered. 

Diamonds winked at Suresh 
from their resting places in the 
grass. 

“Aaah!” a wail made Suresh 
turn around. Jose stood behind 
him, held by two policemen. The 
diamonds had been a greater 
loss to him than anything else 
in the world. 


667 \hesearch ison forSomu 

and Dinesh,” the In- 
spector told the Viswanaths, 
“And we found some plans for 
India’s next satellite in a tin box 
in Muthu’s tea shop.” 

“How horrible!” gasped 
Shyama, “Spy, smuggler, ar- 
sonist — Jose!” 

“Talking of Jose himself,” 
continued the Inspector, “his 
briefcase had false bottoms that 
hid so many important papers! 
He was indeed a very powerful, 
and much sought-after spy!” 
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letters on every sheet. 










“What about those 
diamonds?" asked Suresh. 

“Aah, that!” smiled the in- 
spector, “Jose got paid in 
diamonds for all his jobs. They 
were easier for him to accept 
than currency. | guesshe lost all 
his life's earnings that day!” 


ANSWER 
HEY DIDDLE RIDDLE! 
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Sending us a story? 


Then here are some easy guidelines 


1. Write on only one side of the paper. 
2. Write your Name, Age and Address clearly in capital 


3, Pin all the sheets together neatly. 
4, You can send different contributions in one envelope. 
Post your contributions to — 


The Editor, 
GOKULAM (English), 

47, Jawaharlal Nehru Road, Ekkaduthangal, 

Madras - 600 097. 





fter the inspector had 
J Agone, the Viswanaths 
relaxed and began to discuss 
their ‘holiday’ 

“Hardly that,” commented 
Mrs. Viswanath, “It. wasn’t like 
real life at all! Tension, tension, 
all the time! Suresh, Shyama! I 
have something to say to you 
two — don't ever go off on your 
own anywhere. This is exciting 
since it ended well, but just sup- 
posing....2” 

Suresh gulped. He remem- 
bered his ‘prisoner’ days in 
Jose's wonderful bedroom. Hor- 
rible! 





“Karupayee’s in prison too!” 
laughed Shyama, “What will 
happen to her?” 

“That old woman could be 
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innocent,” said 
Mr. Viswanath, 
“She hardly 
knew what was 
happening. And 
she was a 
loyal ser- 
vant...” 
“But 
she did 
wrong!” in- 
terjected 
Suresh. 
“Let's stop discussing thi 
said Mrs. Viswanath, “We've 
got asurprise for you. Comeon!” 
“What's it?” asked Shyama 
eagerly. 
“Just come on!” said Mrs. 
Viswanath. 





Te: family walked out of the 

guest house. As they 

walked down a well-known 

path, Shyama suddenly cried, “I 

know where we're going!” 
“Ya!” cried Suresh. 


‘es. They were going 
towards where Waterview 
House once stood. 

The place was buzzing with 
activity. The debris of the fire 
was being cleared. Heaps of 
gravel and sand were being 


dumped by lorries. 

“Yes,” smiled Mr. Vis- 
wanath, “It’s being built up 
again.” 

“How?” asked Suresh. 

“The local people are glad 
that we've rid them off these 
bad elements,” said Mr. Vis 
wanath, “And they're sorry that 
the house was burnt down. The 
re-construction is being spon- 
sored by the locals. The house 
wasn't insured, you see!” 

“Let's come again next 
year,” said Shyama, “And stay 
in the new Waterview House.” 

Mrs. Viswanath looked at 
her daughter, eyebrows raised 
in mock terror. 








“Never again!” she said. 


Concluded 
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Presenting PRIME Geniss ond 
PRIME Merit. Top quality compass 
bores especiclly designed for 
super preion, total contol ond 
greater fficiene. 

Give your litle genius the PRIME 
codvanioge. You'll find it his met 
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